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Thine in the dearejl defgne ofmdaJiriE 

Don Adriano dc Aimatho. 

Thus doft thou he are the Nemean Lion roare, 

*Gainfttheetkou Lambe that ftandeft as his pray ; 

Submiffrae fall bis princely fe et before, 

Arid he from forrage will incline to play. 

But if thou ftriue )poore foulc) what art thou thco ? 

Foodefor his rage, repafture for his den. 

ffu. What plume of feathers is he that indited this Letter ? 
wSatveine ? What Wethercocke /’Did you cuer heave better? 
Boy 1 ammuchdeceiued, but ^remember theftile. 

Sl3- File. your memory is bad, going ore it ere while. 
r Boy . This zArmado is a Spaniard that kcepes here in court. 

A Phantafime a Monorcho,and one that makes lporc 
To the Prince and his Booke-matcs. 

Qu. Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter? 

Clow. I told you my Lord. 

Ou. To whom fhould’ft thou giuc itj 
(fl ew. From my Lord to my Lady. 
flu. From which Lord, to which Lady. 

Clo. From ray Lord Berowne a good mailer of mine, 

To a Lady of France, that hecalPd Rof aline. 

fhu Thou haft miftaken his Letter. <2bme Lords away. 
Heerciweet, put vpthis/cwili be thine another day. Exeunt « 
Boy. Whoisthcfhooter? Who is the {hooter? 

Rofa. Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. 1 ray continent of Beautie. 

Bo/a. WhylhethatbearestheBow.Finelyput off. . 

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marric. 

Hang me by the necke, if homes that yeare mifearrie. 

Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well then,! am the Qiootcr. 

B-oy. And who is your Dcare ? 

Rofa. Ifwechoofcby the hornes 3 your felfe come not neare. 
Finely put on indeede. 

Maria, You hill yvranglc with her Boyct } and' Hie {hikes ^ 

the brow. 

~ ' £ojet. 
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Boyci. But fliehcr fclfe is hit lowers 

H 7ofa. SMI icomc vpon thee with an old faying, that msa 
man when King Ftppin of France wasalitt.eboy, as touening 

^Boya So I may anfwcrethee withone as old that was a wo- 
man vvhcnQucene quinoucroi Brittaine wasalutle wench, as- 

touching the hit it. ...... , • • 

Rofa. Thou catift not hit it,mt it, hit it, 

Thou canftnot hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot , 
And I cannot, another can. Exit - 

Clo. By my troth raoft pleafant, how both did ht it. 

Mar. A marke maruellous well (hot, for they both did hit .. 
Boy.h Mark,0 marke but that markeia marke fayes my Lady,, 
let the marke tiaueaprickein’c,to meat at, if it may be. 

Mar. Wide a’th bow hand,yfaith your hand is cut. 

Clo. Indeede a’muft flioote nearer, or hedc ne’re hit the clout. 
Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your handis in. 

C low. Then will fhe get the vplhoot bycleauing the isin. 

CM a. Come, come, you talkegreafily, your lvps grow foulc,'. 
Clow. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her to 
boule. / 

Boy. Ifeare too much rubbing s good night my good Oule„ 
Clo. By my foulc a S wainc, a moft fimple Clowne. 
lord, Lord, how theLadics and I haue put him downs. 

O my troth moft fwcet iefts, moft inconie vulgar wit, 

When ic comes fo fmooth'y off., <6 obfeenely ,as it were fo fit, 
Armathor ath to the fide, O a moft dainty man. 

To fee him wa'ke before aLady, and to beare her Fan* 

To fee him kill hishnd, and ow moftfweetly a will fvvearce: 
And his Page at other fide, that handful! of wit s . 

Ah heauens, ic is moft pathecicali nit; 

Sowla,fovvla, " Exemtl 

Shootc withhirfC 

Enter Dull, Holof ernes, the Tedant and Nathanieli 

Nat. Veeyreucrcnt fport trucly, and done in the teftimony 7 
wagoodconlejencs, " 
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